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sides were formed of scree. We got through by spacing
ourselves out, as one does when crossing an avalanche slope.
I know nothing more disagreeable than finding a bed of
stones slipping half a yard or more under your feet at every
step you take. At the bottom of the arid valley we came now
and again on enchanting oases of willows where the dead
arms of the river were the colour of diluted absinthe.
The Consul-General at Kashgar had sent word of our
coming to Gilgit and now we were met by a courier with
messages of welcome from the Mir of Hunza and George
Kirkbride, the Political Agent for these frontier valleys.
They said they would meet us at Baltit, where they were
going to be before long.
The First Post Ojfce.
At last, the slope on the left side of the valley became less
steep and a little barley showed in fields covered with slates.
A well-constructed house offered itself to our view and
against it leaned the first telegraph pole, the leading file in
an army that covers the entire world.
This was Misgar, about 11,000 feet above sea-level. It was
here, according to Peking rumour, that ten thousand Sikhs
were waiting under Lawrence's command to invade Sinkiang.
The telegraph line, laid down some eighteen years before,
made it possible for Peter to collect the numerous congratu-
lations waiting for him at Gilgit. Apart from rare messages
for caravaneers the telegraph clerk had not much to do. He
made notes of Renter's daily telegrams and sent them on to
Kashgar.
In the middle of that poor hamlet, where we could obtain
neither eggs nor hay, the raging torrent was crossed by a
picturesque bridge of stone slabs, The ponies got in each
other's way on it. One of them went over and once more,
furious with the muleteers, we had to dry our precious notes
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